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TO SUBSCRIBERS. 

Ar the close of the first quarter of 
his literary labours, the Editor, respect- 
fully returns his grateful acknowledg- 
ments, to the patrons of the Juvenile 
Port-Folio, for their liberal support and 
kind indulgence. 

The-reception it has met with, is be- 
yond his €xpectations. ‘he subscrip- 
tion FOll, being, not less distinguished 
by respectability of character, than by 
its numbers; it is embellished with a 
brilliant assemblage of Polite Beauty, 
Literary Taste, Liberal Opulence, and 
an emulous Phalanx, of the Juvenile 
Amateurs of both sex; It is to their in- 
dulgence, more than to the merits of 
the Editor, that the work is indebted/ 
for its increasing circulation; of this 
partiality, he humbly solicits a coen- 
tinuance, while, by unremitting atten- 
tion and perseverance in its literary im- 
provement, he hopes to give more sa- 
tisfaction. 

The following alteration is contem- 
plated to take place with the next num- 
ber, viz. “ Zhe twelve and a half cents 
fer month, to be fraid quarterly in ad- 
vance.” ‘By thus reducing the pay- 
ments, to four in place of twelve pr. 
annum, much time will be gained. But 
he begs to be understood, that, this al- 
teration is perfectly optional with his 
original subscribers, they may adopt 
either mode as most agreeable, for with 
respect to payment, he has not a solita- 
ry instance of complaint.--- 





THE WOUNDED OFFICER. 
EDWARDS had served with distin- 
guished reputation, as a licutenant in 











the armies of the United States. 


An 


unfortunate wound, received at the bat- 
tle of Germantown, compelled him to 
quit the path of military glory, as he 
was rendered incapable of any other 
service than a command in the invalids, 
which his active military spirit disdain- 
ed to accept of. The accomplishments 
of his person, the suavity of his man- 
ners, the rectitude of his conduct, ten- 
derly endeared him to all his associ- 
ates; and had frequently introduced 
him to the notice of his superiors in 
rank. The thought of bidding adieu 
to fame ; the idea of parting with belov- 
ed companions, rent his feeling bosom 
with anguish. Affectionately, he pro- 
nounced a long, a fervent farewell, and 
departed, (with a trifling pittance in his 
pocket) to encounter the most mortify- 
ing scenes of neglect, such as poverty 
always brings up in her train. He was 
a fatherless child, destitute of patrimo- 
nial inheritance, and boasted not a far- 
thing, except the distant expectance of 
half-pay. Creation appeared as an im- 
mense blank to his agitated mind. 
Life had lost its charms, or rather he 
left them behind in the field. His home 
was far, far distant. He had now spent 
the last shilling, and was musing on the 
impossibility of journeying on. <A ve- 
teran officer, with whom he had served 
on the lakes, at this moment recognized 
his features, and begged him to disclose 
the real cause of his chagrin. Edwards 
unbosomed himself with candour, and 
felt happy in a friend who bore witness 
to his merit and his sufferings. “ Your 
behaviour,” says the hoary soldier, 
“always charmed me. Despondence 
never formed a part of your character. 
[ can assist you in the present hour of 
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ven knows, we continentals are free. 
from the root of evil. Take this letter, 
my son, it is directed to the amiable Ce-| 
hia—she is affluent without ostentation,| 
beautiful without the consciousness of 
vanity, and unmarried. Remember that 
you act upon honour—it Is, it ought to 
be, a soldier’s all.” “ My education, 
the habits of my life, and the indepen- 
dency of a proud soul,” replied Edwards, 
“ oblige me-to scorn every ungenerous 
attempt against female virtue and for- 
tune. As your friend, I shali bear the 
letter, and hastily rush from the pre- 
sence of elevated riches.” ‘Time insen- 
sibly passed away in various converse. 
The golden orb of light was just sink- 
ing beneath the horizon, ,.when he 
mounted his horse. ‘Pwenty miles are | 
easily coursed in a few hours; about 
ten at night Edwards arrived, and de- 
livered the friendly epistle. The amia- 
ble Celia, who had no one to controi 
her conduct, as she lived by herself at- 
tended only by two servants, earnestly 
requested the wearied stranger to tar- 
ry; and though excessive prudery may 
censure the step, as unbecoming female 
delicacy, let it be remarked, that spot- 
less innocence never turns hospitality 
adrift. The pennyless pilgrim accepted 
her kind invitation, and was shown by 
the man servant to an elegant chamber. 
In a few moments he returned for the 


candle, and locked the door on the out-/ 


side. Edwards thought very odd of the 
treatment,but as most ladies are plagued 
with visionary fears, he regarded it as 
an injunction from Celia; ‘and, by no 
means wishing to give her a moment’s 
pain, submitted to become a prisoner | 
for the night, without murmuring. 
Something, however, whispered that 
there was an unrevealed meaning in 
all this. He therefore drew out his 
pocket pistols, and examining their coit- 
tents, laid them close at hand. Various 
ideas kept his wakeful mind on the 
rack. He-never closed aneye. The 
house elock»struck four—nature was 
silent'as the grave. Edwards turned 
rgund, in order to compose himself, and 
saw, through the key hole, a glimmer- 
ing light. It startled him. At the 
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same minute he heard. Celia shriek. 
He sprang from the bed, grasped his 
} pistols, stove.through the pannel of the 
door, and, without farther enquiry, shot 
the villain dead, as he was endeavour. 
ing to retreat. Upon examination, it 
proved to be the man servant who had 
so carefully locked him in. The mon- 
ster had formed a design to murder and 
rob his unoffending mistress. Celia 
returned the most grateful acknowledg. 
ments to her providential deliverer. He 
received them with that modest dignity 
which accompanies true merit. After 
breakfast he rose, respectfully bowed, 
expressed his happiness in preserving 
sO inestimable a life, and prepared to 
lepart. The bashful Celia blushed, 
she wy and faultering pronoun- 
ced, “ May the existence you,sayed be 
ver sical of that place in your affec- 
tions, which sensibility has 1 
yraven on my _ heart. 
othcer had his foot in the stirrup. Com- 
plaisance obliged him to answer. Noth- 
ing is more impolite than to address a 
‘ady, when you are.one inch off a level 
with the fair. He dismounted. The 
preliminaries were settled by mutual 
love; and Edwards and Celia are hap- 


























py as virtue and riches can make them. § shi 
— me 
THE NEW YEAR. ev 
The commencement of a New Year, § ed 
is a season, the most proper, for us to § pl: 
take a retrospect of our lives, and offer § be 
the effusions of: grateful hearts, for all § us 
the mercies bounteously bestowed. § gt 
When the elevated mind takes a sur- § pe 
vey of this universe, where order and § or 
reeularity is found in every part; when 
it reflécts upon the numberless multi- § tit 
tudes of creatures who in their different 9 aj 
stations enjoy the blessing of existence; § s¢ 
and when it looks up to an universal § w 
Father, who -hath thus filled creation @ ce 
with life and happiness, how dignihed @ di 
are the sensations of gratitude and _.ye- 
neration, which naturally arise from 
such reflections! The wonderful be- § tc 
neficence of the Supreme. Benefactor, J a 
the grateful mind contemplates with pe- J |i 
culiar pleasure, when displayed to- § b 
wards. itself; and, im every comfort § a 
which has sweetencd human life, dis- § t 
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cerns the goodness of an almighty 
pand! Did paternal tenderness con- 
duct the youthful bark over the rough 
surface of a troubled sea, and safe- 
ly guide it into port, amidst the 
rocks which lay concealed beneath the 
foods; did friendships balmy breath 
expand the sails, and waft the little ves- 
sel to. a Shore, where in the harbour of 
domestic bliss, it lay securely moored ; 
these dear delights it gratefully ascribes 
to that great source from whence they 
are derived, and owns that every biles- 
sing is sent from Heaven. 

If in the course of the year, we ex- 
perience any misfortunes which we 
could not foresee; if any unexpected 
unhappiness should fall to our lot; if 
we shall have any loss to bear, all will 
eventually work together for our good ; 
and full of this conviction we ought to 
begin the New Year. Let what will 
happen to us, we should be more and 
mor@iconfirmed in the persuasion that 
God will be the preserver of our old 
age, as he now is, the protector of our 
youth. If we find ourselves exposed to 
poverty and distress, let us remember 
the days of our helpless infancy, when 
he defended us from accidents, and 
shielded us from. sorrow. If we shall 
meet with ingratitude from friends, 
even this, ought not to make us wretch- 
ed; for he can raise up others to sup- 
ply their place; and if our days shall 
be full of .persecution and danger, let 
us put our trust in that power, which 
guided and protected us, through that 
period when we were unable to shield 
or take care of ourselves.— 

Those sentiments are so full of gra- 
titude, hope, and resignation, that no 
apology can be necessary for their in- 
sertion.;,and happy will it be for those, 
who may be induced to place their sole 
confidence’ in an Almighty Provi- 
dence.—— = C, 


The following pibotical lesson given 
to a chimney-sweeper, had I dare say, 
a better effect than a volume of mora- 
lity. The young sweep waie*seated on a 
bench, having in one hand his brush, 
and in the other a piece of bread and 
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The repetition of “ Poor fellow” in a 
good natuved tone, brought “ Ponto” 
from his resting place. He wagged 
his tail, looked up with an eye of hum- 
ble intreaty, and in the universal lan- 


‘yuage of nature, asked for a morsel of 


bread. ‘The sooty tyrant held out the 
remnant towards him; but, on the dog 
gently offering to take it, struck him 
with his brush a violent blow across the 
nose. 

A gentleman, who hadwbeen, unper- 
ceived, a witness to the whole transac- 
tion, put a quarter dollar between his 
finger and thumb, and beckoned the 
sweep towards him. The lad grinned 
at the silver, and stretched out his hand 
to receive it, when the teacher of hu- 
manity, gave him such a rap on the 
knuckles with his cane, as made them 
ring. His hand, tingling with pain, and 
tears running down his cheeks, he 
asked, what this was for? “ Lo make 
you feel,” was the reply. “ Howdo you 
like a blow and a disappointment? The 
dog endured both! Had you given him 
a piece of your bread, this should have 
been the reward; but you gave him a 
blow; I will therefore put the money 
in my pocket.” 

A young gentleman at a tea party, 
being at a loss for conversation said, 
“ pray Miss, does not your mother keep 
a Cow ?”’ “no, Sir,” replied the young 
lady, “ but your mother keeps a calf!” 











A gentleman not much versed in 
literary affairs, asked a Hibernian friend, 
what was the meaning of posthumous 
works. “ Oh,” exclaimed Pat, “ don’t 
you know that? why they are books 


993 


which a man writes after he is dead ¢ 


A witness, who swore rather intem- 
perately ina cause, was asked by the 
Judge, “ Pray of what profession are 
you?” “JT am sir, in the feriodicai 
line.” “ Very good sir, and you will 
soon be in the ferfendicudar line. 

| ‘ 

Singe great men cannot bestow health 
of body, nor peace of mind, we certainly 
pay too dear for all that they can be- 
stow. 





butter, while a toy was lying near him. 
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ON 


THE NEW YEAR. 


I, 

Incessant down the stream of time, 

And days, and years, and ages, roll, 

Speeding through Error’s tron clime 

To dark oblivion’s goal ; 

Lost in the gulf of night profound, 

No eye to mark their shadowy bound, 

Unless the deed of high renown, 

The warlike cliief’s illustrious crown, 
Shed o’er the darkling void a dubious fame, 
And gild the passing hour with some immor- 

tal name. 
II. 

Yet, evanescent as the fleeting cloud, 

Driv’n by the wild winds o’er the varying 

skies, 

Are all the glories of the great and proud, 

On rumour’s idle breath that faintly rise. 

A thousand garbs their forms assume, 

Woven in vain conjectur’s loom ; 

Their dyes a thousand hues display, 

Sporting in fancy’s fairy ray; 

Changing with each uncertain blast, 

Till, melting from the eyes at last, 

The shadowy vapours fly before the wind, 
Sink into viewless air, ‘nor leave a track 
behind.” 
Til. 

But if the raptur’d train, whom heaven in- 

spires 

Of glory to record each deathless meed, 
Tune to heroic worth their golden lyres, 

And give to memory each godlike deed, 

Then shall th’ eternal guerdon wait, 

The actions of the wise and great ; 

While, as from black oblivion’s sway 

They bear the nighty name away, 

And waft it, borne on pinion high ; 

With joyful carol to the sky, 

Sage History, with eye severe, 

Tracing aloft their bold career, { grace, 
Clears the rich tale from Fiction’s specious 
And builds her sacred lore on truth’s eternal 

base. 

CHAKITY. 

Sweet is the voice that sooths my care, 
The voice of love, the voice of song ; 
The lyre that celebrates the fair, 
And animates the warlike throng. 
Sweet is the counsel of a friend, 
Whose bosom proves a pillow kind, 
Whose mild persuasion brings an end 
To all the sorrows of the mind. 
Sweet is the breath of balmy Srartt, 
That lingers in the primrose vale ; 
The wood lark sweet, when on the wing, 
His wild notes swell the rising gale. 
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Sweet is the breeze that curls the lake, 
And early wafts the fragrant dew, 
Thro’ how’ring clouds of vapour breaks, 
And clears the bright ethereal blue. 


Sweet is the bean, the blooming pea, 
More fragrant than Arabia’s gale 
That sleeps upon the tranquil sea, 
Or gently swells the extended sail. 


Sweetis the walk where daisies spring. 
And cowslips scent the vernal mead ; 
The woodlands sweet where linnets sing, 
From every bold intruder freed. 


But far more sweet are virtuous deeds ; 
The hand that kindly brings relief, 

The heart that with the widow bleeds, 
And shares the drooping Orphans grief. 


The pious and humane here rise 

With lib’ral hand, and feeling heart; 
And chase the tears from sorrows eyes, 
And bid each noxious woe depart. 


A PICTURE FROM LIFE. 
Deep in a vale, a stranger now to arms, z 
Too poor to shine in courts, too proud to beg; 
He who once warr’d on Saratoga’s plains, 
Sits musing o’er his scars and wooden leg. 


Remembring still the toils of former days 

To other hands he sees his earnings paid 2 

They share the due reward—he feeds on 
praise, 

Lost in the abyss of want, misfortunes shade. 

Far, far from domes, where splendid tapers 
glare, . 

*Tis his! from dear bought peace no wealth 
to win, 

Remov’d alike from courtly cringing squires, 

The great man’s levee, and the proudman’s 
grin. 

Sold are those arms that once on Britons 
blaz’d 

When ffush’d with conquest on the charge 
they came, 

That power repell’d and freedom’s fabric 

rais’d, 
She leaves her soldier—Famine and a name. 
A LOVERS CONSOLATION. 

A mistress I’ve lost, it is true— 

But one comfort attends my disaster— 

That had se my mistress remain’d 

I could not ‘have call’d myself master. 








CONDITIONS. 

A No. will be published every Saturday. 

The pricé is Twelve anda half Cents per 
month, payable quarterly in advance. 

At the close of each year, a title page, in- 
dex, and li subscribers will be given. 

Philadelphia@—Published by Tuomas G. 
ConpvieE, jun, No. 22, Carter's alley, opposite 
Mr. Girard’s Bank—where Subscriptions and 
Communications will be thankfully received. 
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